NADIR, THE  PERSIAN              3
Together we played in the mud of the street,
Two beggars of Khorasan, But he rose like a meteor trailing light, And he bore me up in his dazzling flight,
And we crowned him at Ispahan.
But the lion is loath to lie down and rest, And the eagle roams far from his mountain nest, And Nadir, the king on high enthroned, Beneath whose sway an empire groaned, Was at heart still my Nadir, the riever bold, Who lightened the caravans long of their gold.
For a year and a day by the turbid stream
Of the Tigris we lived in a lazy dream;
Our heads were heavy with slothful ease,
And our bodies grew fat in the shade of the trees,
And then on a fiery golden morn,
The lion uprose like a god new-born,
And the bugles blew to the well-known note,
" Saddle, and spear, and ride 1" And or ever the echoes had ceased their song, A hundred thousand veterans strong
Had leapt on their steeds astride.
The cities of Ind with gold were stored,
A harvest rich for our robber horde.
The men of Ind were lapped in sleep.
Was it right that their feeble hands should keep
Their treasures of gold and women fair,
And jewels and gems beyond compare P